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Through the Smoke 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own any of this except for OC's, also this is my first fanfic ever, so be nice. I'll try to update as much 


as possible. 


The man tugged on a long black jacket, slipped his favorite black beanie on his head, stepped outside, and 
slammed the door back from the empty, frosty Helsinki streets. All he could hear was the sound of his raspy 
breath and the flick of his lighter as he lit up to the tune of tinny Elvis Presley playing through shitty 
headphones. 


The damn tower is too quiet. Not the crackly, yellow kind of quiet that happens when you're alone with a book 
or a movie, but the kind of quiet that leads you to hear things which aren't there. 


Ville's boots thudded along the sidewalk and stirred up little dirt clouds around them. He thudded all seven miles 
to the tattoo parlor and opened the dirty metal door. Familiar bells rang above the door and the pink-haired 
girl at the counter gave him a bashful nod, blushing. Ville puffed out his chest a little, grinned at her, and took 


the ratty staircase to the basement, a tiny room wallpapered in album covers ranging from Norah Jones to 


The Kinks to Bathory. A big bald man with a goatee looked up from a dirty magazine, put it down, and threw a 
bright grin Ville's way. 


"Here to paint again, Valo?" 


The green-eyed man just nodded with a little smirk and sifted through the records, pulling out Black Sabbath's 
"Never Say Die." 


The bald man unlocked the door to a back bedroom with an easel in the corner and sat in the door while Ville 


rigged up the record and pulled his paints from out of a drawer. 
"You mind if | watch you?" 

"If you would close the fucking door, Antero." 

He obliged with a wince. "Something on your mind, Valo?" 

Ville glared at him and squeezed out a blob of red oil paint. 


"Suit yourself” Antero left the room and returned with a beer for Ville, who took it and swallowed half 


immediately. A face like Lucifer's started to form on the canvas. 

Two beers later and Antero was sitting at his desk again, looking through his magazine. 

"Tortured and twisted, he walks the streets alone.people avoid him; they know the street's his own...” Ville sang 
absently as he outlined the Devil's eyes. The music stopped suddenly. Antero looked through the door to Ville 
from his desk. 

"Devil's supposed to be beautiful, you know." 

Antero furrowed his brow and watched the man paint for a minute. "What brought that on?" 

"| just wonder what that says about God." 

"Fuck if | know, Valo." He admired a pretty girl in his magazine and Ville took a long drag on his second cigarette. 


"Don't you wonder why He doesn't have any fun?" 


"Nope, you know | just have my own" The large man traced the curve of a woman's hip and dismissed Ville, 


who kept painting anyway. 


The album played so many times that Antero nearly ripped it out of the player, but Ville just painted and 


drank and rambled on about temptation. 


A small mound of empty cans and cigarettes built up next to Valo, who sat entranced by his new art form. 


Lucifer's hand reached out through the paper at Valo, entreating. 

‘Its past closing time, you know." 

"Mmnhh" Ville muttered with brush in mouth, fingers blending Satan's hair. 
"That means you have to get out" 

Ville nodded noncomiHally. 


Antero took the brush from Ville's mouth. "Out of my fucking shop, come on” Ville whimpered but got up from 
the bed and hiked up the stairs to the tattoo parlor, saluting the pink-haired girl with a grin, she blushed and 
waved goodbye. 


The green-eyed man left the parlor with the ringing of the doorbell and trudged home through icy city 
streets. The sun had long since gone down and the streetlights had icicles hanging from them. Valo stepped into 
a grocery store on the way home to buy bread and kept heading home towards the tower. 


Shivering in the cold Finnish winter, he had only walked a few blocks before hearing a dull thud against a 
dumpster. He stopped walking and listened, squinting. Another thud, two or three more in rapid succession. The 
Finn kept to the far side of the road to pass the dumpster surrounded by snow before noticing a pair of 
boot-clad feet sticking out from behind the bins. 


"What the Fuck.." 


Coming closer, Ville saw a man with eyes closed, legs draped over a trash bag. His arms twisted at a strange 
angle behind his back and he was missing his shirt. The strange man beat his head against the side of the 
dumpster--thud, thud, thud--groaning helplessly. 


"The hell are you doing out here? You Okay?" 


The man only groaned and squirmed before Ville noticed that his hands were tied behind his back, ropes chafing 


his skin and leaving a bloody mess. 


"Shit shit shit shit... Valo worked on untying the near-unconscious man, putting his jacket on him after he was 
free. He tore off a piece of bread and gave it to the stranger, who lethargically took it and started chewing. 
Without asking questions, Ville picked up the silent man and began the walk home. 


Reaching his tower eventually, the musician unlocked its door and rushed inside with the pale, long-haired man- 
-child, really--and laid him down on the couch. Valo rushed to grab a blanket for the poor kid and draped it 


over him. He found hot tea and warm clothes and sat the boy up to put them on The boy's pale arms came 


up above his head as Valo put the new shirt on him; his legs stretched at the changing of his jeans, and his 
cheeks began to redden after the first couple sips of tea and bites of food. 


The boy groaned and nodded his thanks at valo before absolutely passing out from exhaustion. The singer 
studied his face for a moment, trying to place it, but gave up and got a comb and brushed the poor boy's hair 
to the tune of "Gone With the Sun" He brought the sleeping body upstairs, laying him in bed, and fell asleep 


next to him in seconds. 


Negative Space 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's been taking long to update! I've been real tired. 


Light filtered into the bedroom through heavy, red curtains in thin shafts that tickled Ville's nose and made 
him wake up with a yawn. He rolled onto his back, glancing at the stray he picked up late at night, and swung 
his legs off the side of the bed. 


He groaned as he stood on tired feet, but opened his closet and lazily pulled jeans and a t-shirt over his 
slouching figure. Padding down the stairs of his tower, Valo started making a pot of coffee and an early 
breakfast of pancakes. 


The dishes piled up in the sink and Ville took no care to clean them. He trudged to the table with his coffee and 
pancakes and would have fallen asleep if it weren't for the former. Throwing his dishes into the sink, he put 
together a tray for the other man, took it upstairs to lay on the nightstand, and began scrawling down words 


which would soon be Razorblade Kiss. 


After an hour of furious scribbling, the man woke with a cough, rubbing his eyes. Ville looked at him, half 
surprised, and pressed his lips together, motioning towards the cold breakfast. 


"You want me to warm that up, love?" 
The man squinted in confusion at Valo but hesitantly nodded before retreating entirely under the covers. 


Ville nodded in understanding and took the meal downstairs. 


-Who the hell was that?- | looked down at myself, feeling like | had rolled down a rocky hill My wrists were a 
chafed, bloody mess, and my right leg felt like it was sprained. Aside from my throbbing headache, | had 
another enormous problem: | had no clue whose house | was in or who was feeding me. Looking around the 
room, it seemed to be like a dungeon, and | was more than a little scared. | missed my bandmates, wherever 
they were, | didn't know where | was, and | wasn't even wearing my own clothes. Even amidst the fear, though, 
my curiosity still won out. | sat up in bed--not without immense pain--and found my way to the spiral 
staircase, which | slid down on my ass like | used to do when | was a kid, except now | did it because my leg 


hurt too much to walk on. 


| limped my way around the house, which would have been pretty dark without the sunlight crawling along 
around my feet, and | heard a microwave running. Assuming the man who lived here was using it, | stumbled 


into his kitchen and hung back in the doorway. 
"| thought you were just going to warm that up." 


This man jumped about ten feet into the air and | laughed and sat in the doorway. He had the microwave 
running, a business card in one hand, open phone book cradled in the other, my wallet lying open by the stove. 


Served him right for going through my shit. 


"Sue me, | was trying to figure out who you are. You didn't exactly show up looking pretty." | think that was 
when he looked at my messy wrists and hair and face and everything, really. | blushed for challenging him. 


"My name is Perttu Kivilaakso, freshly mugged" | shot back at him from behind my wounded pride. 
"Sorry to hear that, love. Sounds like you've had a rough night." He said, pulling my breakfast out of the 
microwave and stepped over me to lay it on the table. | tried to stand, but my leg wasn't having it, and | 


winced. He watched me, sort of cold Maybe he just had resting bitch face. | didn't care; | didn't really like him 


much. 


| sort of scuttled onto my knees, which made everything worse, and then he sort of looked at me with more 


intensity than before and helped me up. 

"Yeah | have. Who are you then, taking me into your house?" | had made it to my feet, but then he let go of 
my hand and | didn't realize how much weight | had been putting on it. | fell down halfway and he caught me 
around the chest before | hit the ground, helping me the rest of the way to the table, where | sat down to 


eat, embarrassed by my lack of independence. 


"m Ville Valo. This is actually a tower, but that's alright, love." What's with all this love shit? | don't know the 
guy. It's kind of charming, but mostly weird. 


| squinted. "You live in a fucking tower?" 

"Its a nice step above living with the parents." 

| grunted. 

"You mind telling me how you ended up behind those bins?" 

‘| do, actually. Look, thanks for all this, but | need to go home." He eyes my leg. "As soon as possible." 

"Which might not be too soon, you know. You might as well start by telling me Why | found you in a bloody 
heap. Speaking of which, your pants are dry." He left the room and came back with my beloved jeans, straight 


from the dryer and sweet-mother-mary-warm. It was a little creepy, his washing all of my clothes. And his 


dishes were stacked to the ceiling, so | couldn't chalk it up to tidiness, either. | kind of liked it though. 


"| don't know. Last thing | remember | went to pack my cello in the bus." 

"Your cello..on the bus?" 

"Tour bus. I'm in Apocalyptica" It was refreshing, meeting somebody who didn't know me. 
He grunted, noncommittal, and took my plates to the sink. "A band then? You love music?" 
"Like my life" 

| could hear him thinking from across the floor. "Somebody stole your baby then" 

"You saw?" | clenched my hands into fists, about ready to beat this bystanding bastard. 
"Only saw you half naked pounding your face against a dumpster with your hands tied back" 
"So | was mugged." 

"Looks like it, kiddo." 

| raised an eyebrow at him. "I can't be much younger than you." 


"No, but you act like it" He leaned around the corner to wink at me and then disappeared again. This little shit 
had been patronizing me, | could feel it, just like Eicca did. 


"Fuck off!" He laughed in a howling sort of way from the kitchen 
"You should wash up, you know. Take a bath. | have some things to do." The bastard was right, | did stink like 


all hell. | grunted back a thank you and clambered up the stairs, sliding myself into a black, claw-footed 
bathtub and started wiping away blood. 


Time to Leave 


It was probably the best shower of my life..which absolutely pissed me off, because yet again, this freak was 
right. Worse, he was BABYING me. | put on the act for Eicca because he's my bandmate and he's just so hard 
to placate sometimes--having someone to talk down to and treat like a child seemed to keep his temper in 
check--but this bastard had no right to do it! He didn't know me, he didn't have any history with me, and yet 
he did everything for me. He made me breakfast. He washed my clothes. He probably did the shopping. He let 


me use his house. All with his smug-ass smile. 
And | liked it. 


He should disgust me. Really. He lives in a tower, for Christ's sake. He can't be much older than | am and yet 
he is already displaying his wealth in the most obnoxious of ways. "No love, its a fucking tower." 


Kiss my hardworking ass. 


He commanded me to take a shower. | am not ready for a third parental unit and | never will be and he 


CERTAINLY will not be said third parental unit. 


| sat down on the marble floor--you read that right, stone-cold marble for the stone-cold aristocrat--waiting 
to air-dry after the warm shower instead of having to ask him for a towel. Thats what you get for 
forgetting to get one beforehand. | shut my eyes, leaning my head against the wall, and then furrowed my 
brow in frustration. His smug little damn grin kept flashing through my head, even though there wasn't a 
single thing in his life that was normal. 


| let my head fall to the right, squinted, and a box of HP. Lovecraft, Poe, and Baudelaire stared right back at 
me. | guess even the aristocrap needed reading material. | bit my lip to keep from laughing as | heard him 


approaching. 


"Everything okay Perttu?" | knocked on the door and opened it just a hair, realizing I'd be unable to hear his 


response. 
| heard muffled laughter and a vague "vittu!" before the rustling of clothes. "Don't come in, damn it!" 


| rolled my eyes. This kid honestly thought I'd barge in on him in the bathroom. Poor kid probably thought that 
I'd discover my sexuality right then and there. Only in fanfiction 


| threw the bandages I'd been holding into the bathroom for him to wrap around his wrists. "Wouldn't think of 


it, darling. Get dressed. l'm going out and | don't want to leave you alone here." 


"Going where..?" He let the question hang in the air, a little bit nervous. 

"Places. | think you'll like them." He growled and | heard him trying to stand up before he threw open the door. 
"Thanks for your fucking input. Now please, get out of my ass. Why do you even care?" 

| blinked away the list of reasons that careened around the outer limits of my vision. "You need to get out of 
the house. C'mon" Perttu stormed out of the bathroom as quickly as his limp could carry him and disappeared 
from my sight. | sighed and went to grab my keys, and as | walked to the front door, | saw him slouching 
against it. "Are you coming after all?" 


"Looks like it" He examined part of his hair with a fingerless glove-clad hand. 


“Alright, up up up.’ | gave him a hand and he sort of clambered his way to a standing position He refused to 
let me get the door, though. 


"You having fun?" Perttu was rifling through all the records at Antero's shop. He grinned at me like a kid in a 


candy shop for a moment and then made a much more serious face, turning away. 
‘| guess." Really one to pout. 

"You know if you behave, I'll get you something." 

"Yes dad" 

"| was being nice." 

"Whatever." 

Antero harrumphed. "What was that for?" 

"Kid's not treating you right?" 

"| don't blame him. | mean he just got mugged." Antero laughed. 
"You honestly dont know him?" He asked me. 

"Can't say that | do." 


"He's in Apocalyptica. They're famous. He's an amazing cello player." 


"I'm sure he is. He's also an asshole." 


"Be nice to him, kiddo" Perttu threw two records on the table--Heaven and Hell and Please Please Me--and 


looked at me expectantly. | groaned and pulled out 40 euros. It was the least | could do for the kid 
"Thanks. Sure Antero." | gave the records to Perttu and we began the long walk to the music store. 

"| thought home was the other way?" He fumbled for words. "Uhhhh.your home: | grinned a little at that: 
"We're going to get you a new baby’ 


I've never seen a man so happy the second we stepped into Ari's workshop, stuffed to the ceilings with bits 


and pieces of cellos. 


"Ville.this is beautiful." 


